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An Elephant That Remembered.

BY HARVARD ). O’HIGGINS,

It was the first night of the flrst re-
hearsal in the new hippodrome, and six
thousand empty theater chairs, in tler
on tier and gallery, faced s prosceni-
um carch as wide as a streel and as
bigh as & chureh nave, A chorus the
slge of a regiment had formed in rank
on & slage as big as a public square,

The conductor of am orchestra as
farge as & militery bend rose in a white
wweater and tapped for ailence with
hia baton. “Now boys,” he said, “the
first tune you play in the house: ‘The
Blar Spangled Banser' in B-flat. D-flat!
Now then!” The orchestra rose In a
body. The conductor, on his podium,
ralned his arma us if about to fly, And
suddenly, on the silence of that empty
shell of a theatre the potes of a hun.
dred Instruments struck In a tremu-

unison and »set the alr pulsing
the throb of the melwdy,

lou
"ﬁ. chorus and stage hands and ballet,

and the carpenters, as well as the dee-
orators on their seaffoldings, the elee
triclans on their ladlers, the plastorers
In the lobby, and the little group of
Jookers-con  in  the orchestrn  chairs
cheered and waved thelr lats  and
whistled through their fingers. You
would have thought it was the signing
of another Declaration of Independence
and the ringing of another Liberty
Hell, i

But when the Jast high note lad
shrilled out into silence, and the last
pemsistent cheer had stopped in a self
cotisclous  laugh, “Slivers" down
with his  worrled  frown unrelieved
“Boaides,” he went on, “I've got to make
my entrance in some kind of a fool
automobile that blows up, and I don't
know any more sbout running an au-
tomobile than an elephant knows about
eggr. I've never had any diserimina-
tion in killing people, either. I'm just
likely's mot to run over the star her
self, first might,” He rubbed his fore-
bead. “IUI be worse than Punch and
the persimmons”

“Slivers” had made his name as @
cireus clown and the ways of the stage
were strange to him. He sighed.

“And who was PPunch?”

“Punch,” he answered in a tone of
reminescence aml mild regret, “was a
tom-cat In the shape of a baby ele
phant, | wish at | had bim now, He'd
be better than this trick automobile
full of fireworks, anyhow.” He added:
“I wish’t I'd takvn a job was offered
me ohce—running a steam roller on a
macadum road. It'd enly run one way,
so they alwaya used it on up hill jobs
and Jet It back down of itsell, That
was the part of the business that wasn't
cushion tired. You had to hang on to
the smoke atack and let her rip till she
bronght up against something that was
hard. But it'd 'a been a good training
for this stunt.”

There was no Indieation in his lean
face that he was consclous of any hu-
mor in this suggestion. His eyes wore

ed nadly on a chorus of milkmaids,

street costumes, dancing and pir
« ng around thi stage with the
medhianioal air of & rehearsal,

“Did you own him-—the elelphant "

“Pumsh,” He shook his  head. 1
worked with him—but Burke owned
him—Wally Burke— and Burke was
half elephant himself, and half Hindu
and the rest Ivish. Did you ever sce
In one of those fat Chine humpty-
dumps, they keep in a wash-house with
a long black moustache and a waist
like a watermelont Wally Burke wos
the unly original of them all,

=it

“And what was it that  lLappenal
with the persimmonst”

Ha thought It over, “We were down
south with Morris's—with a one ring
show, And Burke and the elophanta
wers all the animals “we lad, exvept
two old mekd lonesces that were too

feeble to do knitting, We used to use
their den for the band-wagon,
sealn on top,

with
They were no good, {jiose
When we lost  Hiuch—
that'd used to blow the big bass tuba—
we tried to got the lions to roar in
where Hineh used to come in on the
tune; but yon couldn't squeeze & roar
out of thove two old women short of
putting through a clothes wringer. Be
wides, Burke wouldn't prod ‘em up.

“He had some sort of & Hindu no
tion about treating 1’1« brutes with
decorum, the same as if they knew
when you didn’t take of your lid to
them and say Please’And after Punch
and him'd do their turn with we in the
ring, he'd thake that leather skinned
rubber nose off to the animal tent, and
powwow and gabble to him and stroke
higghnd Teed him peppermints, like he

an archbishap,

“He was a freak, Burke was; but

he certainly did know how to make a

two  sissbon,

.. parlor call on an elephant, He'd taught

Puneh to it down on his far end and

Author of “The Smoke Eaters” Etc,

ra H

shake hands with his trunk, and listen
"to you as innocent and as solemn eyed
as a plekaninny with & bottle of mo:
lasses. Only Il Burke wasn't there
be'd listen to you s minute, sod thes
feel sround in the wtraw till he'd flled

wasn't bringing the brute up right, and
he said be'd wend him to s kindergar:
ten when the cireus closed. He thought
he knew elepiant, 1 knew 1 didn't
That was ull 1 knew; but it saved me
from being made a haggls of by that
smooty plle driver when ho started af-
ter me fat-footed one day, with his
pig's tail in the air,

“That was down In Tennessee. The
train'd stopped that morning in a little
jerk-water town, to fix up the ingine,
and we Mido'v been fed since along
nbout five o'clock the day before; so
when Burke sights a ple shop across
the road, he sings out: ‘You can set-
tle with me when 1 gets back’—and
he starts on & run for the delicatessen
shanty to get us all & mouthful. We
hung out of the ear windows with our
mouth open, like a nest of young rob-
ins, and walched til the train give a
bump and began to pull out. And then
wo yelled,

“Burke didn’t wait to get his chaage,
at that, but came out of the shop run.
ning like & thief, with a pile of ples
on one srm and a loaf of bread and of
tinned grub and things ander the other,
He mmped across lots faster t(han 1
ever saw a fat man cover ground be-
fore; but when he swung into the tracks
the train was sliding along more than
fast, He sprinted aod picked up a
len'th but he could see’t he wasn't going
to make it with the lond of groceries,
and he began to drop the tinned grub
to lighten up. We were schreeching
like a bunch of Indians, and hanging
out the back platform trying to reach
him, and he was up to his chin in pies,
and gasping and goggling like a drown-
ing man, dribbling bread and biscuits
and hunks of cheeso all down the line.
And the faster he dropped 'em the fast-
er the train leaked \awny from him."
He paused W scrateh his ear thought-
fully,

“He threw over all the pies, and then
didn't eateh it. The last we saw of him
he was sitting on the mails wiping oil
and gravel off a busted ple that ae'd
gone back for, picking out & clean place
to bite into it"

The laugh that followed moved him
to & mild interest. He nodded. “It
was alright for Burke, he had a
half mile of pies to eat back over, But
we didn't get a blamed doughnut till we
goti to the lot and sal into & parboiled
rooster in to the cook's tent, And that
was the second month we'd been eating
hen meat. 1 wouldn't 'v kicked on that
either, but there was no one but me to
fondle the elephant.

“There 're some people nesd a touch
of hard luck to mellow ‘om up, and tant
is the way with the persimmon. It
ain't ever right till its been frost bit.
It looks all right; its yellow, and it
tastes swoet ab first' but it draws up
the inside of your mouth like lining of
an old boot, and the more Water you
drink, the worse it gets. After the first
two choews 1 took out of mine, 1
dropped it and ran for the cook tent
s0's to get something to eat before the
lockjaw'd shut up my main entramce
altogether,

“The chicken was a tight fit, But 1
wita getting it down all right, longways,
in Todian file, when wo heard the spuesl-
ing of & whole menagerie of wild ele-
phants tearing each other from limb
to limb—and I knew it was that pup
Punch. And it was. I'd tied him to
A persimmon tree, and he'd stripped aff
& bar'l of green fruit from the branches,
ind chewed 'em up,

.

“I conxed him up from the train to
the lot with a hay fork, and when we
were about there, he broke away and|”
got into an orchard, instead of steering
to the tent where be belonged, | caught
bim up agninst a tree and chained him
by the hind leg waile he was  busy
tearing off a brunch to piek his teoth
with, and then 1 left Jim there aml
hunted for the couk tent.

“l picked up o persimmon near the
femee, Did any of you fellahs ever
chew a green pemsimmon®”

None of us ever lind,

He  nodded again, more grimly,

“When 1 got to him, he was sitting
up on his tall, lils mouth sucked in like
a sloth bear begging peanuts, and his
under lip trembling with whimpem.
He was wringing his trunk the way
Burke had taught him to ring the din-
ner bell in our aet when he wanted a
drink, and he was about the pitifullest.
looking fool of an infant elephant a
man ever nurwed,

“Of course 1 got scared, and siarted
the crowd fetching pails of water, And
when he'd blowed the first bucket down
his orifice, he let out & new sort of a
aamp)l whind, mfl the persimmons
griped his pipes, and be laid over on his
fat sides and blubbered and blew bub-
bles like & kid with the colie,

“Say thet was before | was married.
We were all & lot of old bachelors on
the job. We didn't know what to do,
and Punch wouldn't let us try to leamn.
As soon as anyone got near him, he
whipped out for a belt with his trunk
and squalied Jike he was teething
After he'd missed me by an inch two
or three times [ thiew a bucket of water
on him and went off to get old man
Morris,

“And when | got back to him, he was
feeling better—a little red in the face
and tpary around the eyelashes and
trembly in the under lip—but better,
The persimmons had let up on him and
he was lying back and thinking it over.
‘He's  all right now, Morris says.'
‘Leave him here till Burke comes, We
don't need him in the p'rade’ 8o I got
him a truss of hay and left him with
with it

“But  Burke didn't ocome. Burke
did'st come, and the afternoon show
did. And it was up to me, ‘Oh the
elephunt’s all right,’ the old man said,
‘He's ns mild as milk. I'lll send Eyres
in with you. Go ahesd' Eyres was a
sort of assistant keeper to Burke; but
he wasn't anything but a gat-téothed
New-England wud-puller that didn't
know anything more about orphan el
ephants them I did. I made him wp
from Burke's trunk, amd started him
off to felch the brute, and | says to
mysell: ‘That's all right. Punch'll
think its Burke, and if he has any kick
coming be'll take it out on Eyres. That
leta me out’ And I put on my grease,
just grinning at mysell in the glass.

“When 1 comes to the door to take
the turmm, I finds Punch waiting there
with a big ruffle around his neck and
the bow on his tail, as meek as Sun.
day school. He wasn't saying a word,
just reaching out for u tuft of grams
here and a bit of paper there, sort of
turning things over and smelling around
no end int'rested in nothing at all. He
lete on not to motice me when I comes
up; but I stands off, and keeps an eye
on him, and pretty soon I sees Mr,
Punch slide a litthe wicked look around
at me, and when he finds me watohing
bim, he gets double busy aguin, blowing
dust over his back and famning him.
self with his ears. And [ says to my:
self: ‘Here's where | am going to do
Japanese juggling with a stick ‘o dy.
namite' and I move over on the other
side of Eyres,

“Well, that was all right, too. Eyres
went right abead as if he bad a kitten
on a string, and I kept my distance.
We paraded into the ring, making faces
at the little gaffers on the ‘blues, and
we put out the tables and the chairs,
and started bus'ness. Punch sat him
self down and straightened his collar,
and Eyres sat himsell down and
straightensd his collar, and Punch
knocked off Eyres's hat—the way Burke
had -taught him—and then Punch rang
the dinner bell, and | come running up
with the canvas-pie. And thats where
the trouble started,
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thing sbout this pie that smells of per- out |those were 1
m—unyhhnwm‘mm-mu‘m-mmt“_
And then when I seos Punch looks ab|And that tent was humming like & for chorus
it, 1 thinks, ‘Me and persimmons are |saw-mill. There was just ome contin- | but it don't—
lotated together for all time in that |ual wild yell on top of one continuai how, Did
beggar's memory, I guess' He was|smash-crashegrind-and-mash of ecircay | when—Eh "
smelling around it, suspicious, with his |seats, and one unending swarm of Tenn- | The stage
pipe-line, grunting and talking to him- [essoe folks crawling out under the flaps | from the
self. And then he lifted the flap in the [and hunting the borizon. the

erust and put his nose in, and instead | “If it'd been & three ringed show, I'd | the

of fisking out the apples that ought to|'s stayed longer, but I began to see | try it
have been there— but weren't in there, |that Punch wasn't going to take long|

because some hungry hpbo, and we|before he'd sorted ower that one ring |hands,
never found out who it was) had eaten |collection of strangers and come on my | be

all the pippins and filled the cursed pie [trail agnin—and the tree | was om|of

with green persimmons—why, Punch |wamn't high enough to make me feel

out with & snort and grabbed the din- [easy. So I slid down and began to beat

ner-bell and begun ringing it like house [scroms lots into tall timber. And the

afire. That was my cue to run up with [irst man | met was Wally Burke, com-

& bucket of drink, and 1 ran up simost ing up from the depot, off & freight.

almighty siow, and when he saw me ‘What the blasew’s up? he sing out

coming be put his two big feet down on |And when | says ‘Punch!’ be grabs

the table and smashed it flat and come [for me, and | dodged, and caught the

on over to smash me. caboose of the freight, and went on to

“SBay, were you ever chased by a[the mext stop. I didn't want any sr-

squealing locomotive with & lasso for & | guments reither with him nor Punch.
cowoatcher? If you ever are, don't try | When the cireus came on nest day,

to dodge. I dide't. I made u flying [they’d both quit and | was out of a

leap from the middle of that ring, and | job.”

liG on the other side of the tent and ! Ho - smiled regretfully. Bay, but
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FOLEY’S KIDNEY CURE

Will positively cure any case of Kidney
or Bladder disease not beyond the reach
No medicine can do more.

FOLEY'S KIDNEY GURE

strengthens the urinary organs,
builds up the kidneys and invig-
orates the whole system.,

IT IS GUARANTEED

TWO SIZES 500 and $1.00

SOLD AND RECONMENDED BY <SS
Sold and Reccommende d by CHAS. ROGERS, Druggist.

Passed Stone and Gravel With Exeruclating Pains
A. H. Thurnes, Mgr. Wille Creek Coal Co., Bulfalo, O., writes:
*“1 have been alflicted with and biadder trouble for pass-
ing gravel or stones with mou
gave reliel. Afer taking FOLEY'S CURE the result
A few doses started the brick dust, like fine stones,

like
and now [ have no across my kidneys and 1 feel like a new
FOLEY'S KID Cﬁllha-z-nmﬂ,m of

wvorth
o Other Romedy Can Compare With It
Thos, W, Carter, of N.C., had Kidney Trowh
one bottie of FOLEY'S KIDNEY CURE eftected &
he says there is no remedy that will compare with i,
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